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INOPRIS OF PRECEDING CRAPTERA,
Willeck, sn ottiaw in the suthest, sires
of & setiler named Ciledware and the
baby sepdaughier, Lahoms, Glsdware and
find refuge among Indlans, Gledware
Wio & trihe, whese chief. Red Foather,
beingy Lahoma to Willeek's muwniain lale
Teaven her with the outlaw, Willock and his
Alkins, adove the liitle girl, As she grows
Lahoms exp & lopging to b “elr-
" Btk promiss that bee wish shall be
Ther edorete hor s best they can, A
ey, Wilfred Compton, finally sade leavs to
8 ber, Brick and Atkina permit this, but
M oomiitlon st Wilfred ahiall ccmss his
8 wos & be fnds himeelf falllng is dove

CHAPTERVIL.
. (Continued. )
The Hall-Opened Bud.
! ILFRED smiled at him tol.
~ erantly and turned to Wil-
lock. "l ought to go to my
work, Brick. I won't try to
explain what this hour has
nt to me for I believe you under-
I'm like & man crossing the
who finds a spring and gets
igh water to last him till the next
beld out his hand to Lahoma
o Bad risen awittly at these signs
departure. “Uod bless you, little
"™ he sald cheerlly. "A man's
inate who finds such oases along
dasert tralll”
"Wt was not Bill's gruffness, but La-
A's charm that wo.ned him to flos
he break his promise to her
dians,
you can't go yet,"” eried La-
not taking his hand, “there are
thousand things 1 want to do with
that I've never had a . .ance to
with anybody else—strolling, for
tance. Come and atroll—I'll ahow
about the cove. Brick and Bill
know anything about strolling
they do In pictures. Hold out your
with & crook In it and I'll alip
y hand just inside where you'll hold
soft and warm llke & bird In ita
® @ * Ign't bis moble? And
bolds bick—excuse me—I hold back
skirts with my other hand, and
is the way wa stroll, lilke an en-
wving out of the histo.y of Louls
Fourtesnth's court. Do, oh, do!"
jor - Bright eyes glowed into his llke
me slars.
“Wa stroll,” he gravely announced,
Fesponding to the pressurs of her
jtw, but at the same tims feeling
t guilty as Bill rolled his
yea fearfully at Brick.
Whea they were a few yards from
tress Lahoma whispered, “Make
the other side of Turtle Hill. 1

to fesl grown up when I do my
rolling, but I'm nothing but a little
kid when Brick and Bill
looking at ma!"
Hidden by the shoulder of the gran-
hill island she stopped, withdrew
band and stood very stralght as
sald, with breathleas eagerneas,
me quick! Wilfred, ain't I
enyugh to be a sweetheart?”
“Ob, Lahoma," he protested warm-
¥, “please don't think of Iit. Don't be
dy's until—untii I say the word,
o8 oouldn't understand such mat-
dear, you wouldn't know the
3% proper time, I'll tell you when
‘tiime ¢omes.”
he looked at him keenly. “Am I to
for a time or for a person? 1
‘you'd never met that girl back
I think you'd have filled the
fer me, bacause; having always
bers In the mountalna, I've not
to bha particnlar. Not but
it I've seen lots of trappers and
ters In my day, but I never
d to stroll with them. I don't
s8¢ why that Eastern girl ever turned
you loose from her trap. I think a
man's & very wonderful thing; es-
peclally a young man—don‘t you, Wil-
| ad
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*Not balf so wonderful aa you, La-
pa.” His volco vibrated with sud-
Intensity. “There's your wone
bair, like light shining through
brown vell * * * and your eyes,
your asoul keeps her lights
& when all the reat of you i»
twilight * * * and your handa
fest, four falthful littls guides
. %he wopderful treasures that be-
only to maldenhood * ¢ * and
~mouth, ohanging with your
hts—an adorable little ther-
+ #howing how high the
have risen In your hearti &
80 pure and sweet'’'—
Hey!" shouted Bill Atkins, as he
Brick came around the angle of
hill. “HI, there! You may call
strolling, but If so, it's because
3 don't know It's true name, If
you ask me!"

“Wiltred came to himself with a
- - ladrawing of his breath,
“¥es," be stammered, somewhat dis-
“you, 1—1 must be going, now."
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Bhe held his hand bessechingly.
“But you'll coms again, won't you?
When I hold your hand it'a like grab-
bing at a bit of the bilg world."

“No, Lahoma, I'm not ooming
agnin” Hia look was long and steady,
showing sudden purpose which con-
cealed regret beasath « trank smile of
Hking.

Bhe wtill held hia hand, her brown
eyesa largn with entreaty. "“Yom will
coms again, Wilfred! You must come
again! Don't mind Bill. I'll bave &
talk with him after you're gone. I'll
send Mm over to the ranch after you.
Just say you'll come again If 1 send
for you."

“Of courss he'll coms, honey,” sald
Brick, melted by the tears that
sounded In her voles. “He won't got
huffy over a foollsh old eodger like
Bill Atkine. Of courss he'll coms
aguin and tall you abowt street cars
and lamp-posts. Let him go to his
work now; be's been up all night, just
to get & word with you. Let him w0
~he'll come back to-morrow, I know.”

Wilfred turned to Brick and looked
into his eyes as he alowly relemsed
Lahoma's hand. |

“Oh!" sald Brick, considerably dts-
concerted. "“No, 1 reckon he won't
come back, honey—yes, I guess he'll
be buasy the rest of the summer, Well,
son, put ‘er there—shaks! I like you
fine, junst fine, and a8 ycu can't come
here Lo see us no more, being so busy
and—otherwise eleswhere bound—I'm
kinder sorry to ses you go.” |

“Partings,” eald Bill, somewhat
mollified, “are painful but necessary,
else thers wouldn't be any occasion
for dentists’ chalrs.” . '

“That's #0," Brick agreed, “You
called Lahoma an oasls. And what Is
an oasis? Something you come up to,
and go away from, and that's the end
of the story. You don't settle down
and live at a spring just becauss It
Eives you a drink when you was
thirsty. A man goes on his way re-
jolcing, and Wilfred according.”

Labhoma walked up to Wilfred with
steady eyes. "“Are you coming back
to see me?" she aaked gravaly.

"“No, Lahoma, At loast not for a
long, long time. I don't belleve It's
good for me to forget the life I've
chosen, even for a happy bhour. When
I left the city, it was to drop out of
the world—nobody knows what be-
cames of me, not even my brother.
You've brought everything back, and
that lsn't good for my peace of mind
and so—goodby!"™
.. Tall and stralght he stood, ke a
soldier whose duty la to face defeat;
and, standing thus, he fastened his
eyea upon her face as If to stamp
those features In & last long look
upon his heart.

“Goodby," sald Lahoma; this time
she did not hold out her hand. Her
face was composed, her volce qulet.
If In har eyes there was the look of
one who has been rebuff °, her pride
was oo great to permit a show of
paln.

Wiifred hesitated. But what was
to be done? BSolitude and homesick-
ness had perhaps distorted his vision;
At any rate, he had succumbel to the
folly against which he bhad been
warned. He could not accept Lahoma
as & mere child, and though, during
ths scene, he had repeatedly remind-
#d himself that she was only fifteen,
her face, har voice, her form, her
manner of thought, refused the limits
of chlldhood. Therefors he went
Away, outwardly well content with
his morning, but inwardly full ot
wrath that his heart had refused the
guidance of hia mind.

And she had been so simple, =0
eager to mest him on an squal plane,
even clinging to him as to the only
hope In her narrow world that might
draw her Into deeper currents of
knowledge.

“I've always besn a fool,” he mut-
tered savagely, as he sought his
horse. "1 waa a fool about Annabel—
and now I'm too big a fool to anjoy
what fortune has fairly flung In my
path.”

Pressntly he began to lavyh—Iit was
all so ridiculous, beating a retreat
because he could not regard a fiftesn-
year-old girl as a lttle child! He
draw several time-worn letters from
his pocket and tore them Into small
bits that fluttered away llke snow-
flakes on the wind. He had no longer
& ssntimental interest in them, at all
eventas,

CHAPTER VIIL.
The Big World.

| E did not come ugaln. Lahoma

H courted llluslons. And when

| she knew that Wilfred

Compton had seversd ocon-

nections with Old Man

Walker she merely exchanged one

hope, one dream, for another. The op-

portunity to learn about the big

world was withdrawn; but the anticl-

pation of one day meeting Wilfred

again was as strong as aver. Bhe
made no secret of this expectation.

“I reckon It ain’t right,” sald Brick
Willock to Blll Atkins as they went
one morning to examine thelr traps
before Luhomas was astir, “to keep
our little gal to oursslves as we're
doln’. 1 tell you, it aln't right to
keep her \nt up &2 in s cage. Can't
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you see she's pining for high soclet
auch aa I aln't got it In me to supply,
and you are too cussed obstinate to
display 7"

“I guess that's s0.” Bill drew him-
self stiffly up by ths tres above—
they were ascending the wooded
gully that extended from bass to
mountain top. "“Well, what's the
hurry? Bhe's only seventeen years
old.”

“Yon, she was only seventesn years
old, two years ago; but she's nine-
teen, now." -

Bill Atkine sank upon a rock at the
foot of a bristling cedar. *"Nineteen!
Who, Labhoma? Then where've I
been all the time?"

“You've besn a-travelling along at

a pretty fast clip toward your last o

days, that's whers you've been. Just
look at yourself! Ain't you always
careful In making your steps as If
scared of breaking something? And
pow you're out of breath!"

Long and sadly the old friends
talked. And as & result they decided
to send Lahoma away., Willock hit
on the plan:

“There's a party over there in Tent
City that's come on from Chicago just
from the lust of seeing ploneer life at
first hand, people that haven't no idee
of buying or settling—it's a plonic to
them, They're camping out, watching
Iife develop—and what's life-and-
death earnestness to others is just
amusement to them. That thern's a
test of people high-up, Real folks in
the blg world don't do nothing.
takes all thelr time just being folka.

“They'll make friends with Laho-
ma, all right, and Invite her home
with ‘'em. That's the way I 'low Lo set
her out In the big world. Lahoma
don't know my plans and neither do
they, but I was never a man to make
my plans knowed when I was going
to hold up pecple. Of course I'm
speaking In a figger, but in a Agger 1
may say I've held up several in my
day.”

“They won't invite Lahoma to Chil-
cago, not if they are the right sort.”

“They will invite Lahoma te Chl-
sago,” retorted Willock frmly, “and
they are the right sort, Walt and see;
and when you have saw, render due
honor to your Uncle Briok™

[ ] L] L ]

“Pardner, I sure am glad tq sea you
—put ‘er thare again! How are you
feoling, anyhow? Look mighty tough
and wiry, [ do say. Here, BUlll" WH-
lock raised his volos to & powerful
shout, "Blll, come and see what's
blowed In with the tumbleweed and
tickle-grass—Wilfred Compton! A
sure-enough man, that's what I ¢« I
him, and me to fAght If any dlspute’s
made to the title, according."

The tall, bronsed man who was
leading his horse along the road en-
tering the mountain horseaboe smiled
with a touch of gravity in the light
of his gray eyes.

“Everything looks very natural!™
murmured Wiifred Compton, gasing
about on the seamed walls of granite
in whose crevices the bright cedars

ked at winter's threatening hand.

"Yes," agread Willock. “mountains
s more natural than humafis."

“Did Lahoma marry?" Complon
asksd abruptly as they descended to
the lower level of the cove.

“She never did, yel," repliad Bill
dryly. "“Young man, I'm powerful
giad to ses you"

It

Wilfred cast & longing glance
toward the cabin. He even stopped
in the path; but Willock went on, un-
conacious, and he was obliged te
follow,

‘Lahoma is wall, I supposa®™ Comp-
ton asked presently.

*The ploture of health—ewhen she
left,” Brick declared admiringly, “and
the prettiest little gal this wide of
the angels.'

“Lahoma's not here?
asked anxiously.

“Not now, nor for some time," an-
swered Brick.

“I wish," Interposed Bill glumly,
“that when you're golng to talk
about me, Brick, you'd begin with
Bill and not bs dragging me in at
he tall-end of what concerns other
people. 1 reckon, Wlifred, you just
travelled here to take a look at the
country where you used to berd
cattla?"

“That wasn't my reason. Princl-
pally, I wanted to ses Lahoma, and
lncidentally, my brother,”

“Your brother? He aln't In these
parta, is he?”

“No,” ruefully, “but I expected him
to be. When 1 left home to turn cow-
puncher 1 dida't tall anybody where
I'd gone; but just before I left for
Oklahoma to turn farmer I wrots to
my brother. And about a month ago,
seeing things clearing up befors me,
1 asked him to mest me here at Tent
City—he's Interested In new towns;
he's smployed by+a rich man to plant
bhardware stores, and I thought he
might find an opening here. He came
on, and was here several weoks with
a party of sightseers from Chloago;

Wilfred

but he left with them about a week
ago.”
Willock sat suddenly  erect.

“Couldn't have been that BSellimer
crowd, I reckon, from Chlcago?
“Yes—Mra. Selllmer and her daugh-
ter and some of their friends™
Willock whistled loudly. “And that
up-and-down looking chap in the
gold nose-glasses was your brother?™
“Never thought of that,” BIll ex-
claimed, "although he had your name
—he looked so different! But now
that you've lald aside your cowboy
riging 1 guess you could sit in his
class, down at the bottom of it."
Willock was uneasy. "I was told"
he observed, “and I took the trouble
to get datty on the subject, that tham
HBellimers—the mother and daughter
and the herd they drift with—Ia of the
highest pedigres Chicago can produce.
It sort of jolts me to find out that
anybody we know is kin to the
bunch!®
Wiifred laughed without bitterness.
“Don't lot my kinship to brother Ed-
gerton disturb your Ideal. We're so
different that we parted without say-
ing soodby, and, although I had the

. weakness to Imagine we might patch

up cold differences If we could meet
heré In the desart, I supposs we'd
have fallen out In & day or two—we're
#0 unlike, And as to Miss Bellimer—
Annabel Bellimer—she Is the girl
whose letters I waa carrying about
with me when I first saw you. Bhe
refused me because I was Re poor as
herself; so you see the whole bunch
in out of my clas."

“That's good”  Willock's face
cleared up. "Mind you, I ain't saying
that a» for me and Bill; we'd rather
sit with you in a dugout than with

But it's all &
homa out into
Fave me &
that aftar all we'd
and they was just
every-day cloth.,”

Wiifred moved unsasily.
homa made their acquaintance, then 1

“It looks like it, dom't LT

“What looks like 1tT Wilfred asked
with sudden sharpness.

“Why, her going off with ‘em to
spend the winter In high Iife”

“That's why 1 was glad to see you,”
Bill axplained, “her being gone and ua
80 lonssoms. That's why I'd Uke Lo
have you stay with ua a loag time—
unti]l she comes baock, If it suits you.™

“But I thought * ®* * But I came
hare to ses Lahoma' erled Wiltred,
unabls to conosal his disappointment.
“l thamght as 1 cams up the road
that 1 saw her balf-opening the
cabin-door.”

“That was Red Feather taking a
peep at you. He's the Indlan that
brought Lahoma to Willook, as &
child. He comea, about once a year,
to a8 us, but this time hp was &
little too late for Lahoma. Yes, she's
gone sast—they're all putting up in
Kansea City just now, on thelr way
to Chlcago."

“Son,” sald Willock, pufing at his
pipe, “why did you want to ses La-
homa ™

“Well—you know she was just a
child whea I was here befors, but
she's hovered bafore my mind a good
deal—I've besn too busy to sesk the
acqualntanesof strangers—just want
to keep the few I know."” Hs blew a
rusful breath. “You can’t think how
all my alr-casties have fallen about
my earal 1 wanted to see Lahomal
~ .4, 1 wanted to ses how she'd turned
out. I bave a good farm, now, Dot
very far from Oklshoma City and—
Wall, baing alons thers, year after
year, & fallow geta to imagining &
great many things"'— He otopped
abruptly.

“That's »0,” Willock agreed sympa-
thetically. *“1 ain't a-saying that If
Lahoma'd been like me and Bill, she
mightn't of liked farming with you
first clags. But she was born as an
assoolats of high men and women,
not cows and ohickens. It's the big
world for her, and that's whers she's
gone, Bhe's with real folks. Be Mr.
Bdgerton Compton your brother, or
be he not, you can't imagine him set-
ting down with us sociable 1o this
dugout. You're right about his being
different. And the faot that Miss Bel-
Hmer turned you down is sncouraging
too. It shows you eouldn't run in her
course; you dldn't have the speed. 1
guess we aln't made no mistake after
alL”

There waa allence, broken presently
by Bill—"T'm giad you've coms, surel™

*“How did she get acqualinted with
Annabel?—and with my brother?™

*It coms about, son. [ ses at onos
that the bunch of 'em was from the
blg world. 1 come homs and told
Bill, *Them's the people to tow La-
homa out into life, says L. 8o they
invited her to spend the wintsr with
them, the Sellimers 414, and show her
city doinge.”

“Yes—but how did It come about™

“Nothing more natural. I goes over
to their tent and tells them of the
curiosities and good points of these

mountains, and geta 'em to come
& sort of plenle to explors. Bo hare
they comes, and they gets scattered,
what with Bill and Lahoma and
taking different waye—they liked
homa first time they ses her,
matter of course. And so, that
Bellimer, she gets separated from
the rest, and [ shows her & dandy
hiding-place where nobody ecouldn
find ber, and I shows her what
good joke It would be to pretend
be lost. Bo | leaves her thare te
to tell her orowd she dares’ em
find her. Are you listening?™

“Of course.”

“Well, while she was setting there
waiting to be searched for, of & sud-
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down beside her and grabe her and
picks her up, and about as quick as
she knew anything, she was gugged
and bound and being bore along
through the air, | reckon it was &
terrible moment for her. Now there
Is & crevice in the top of the moun-
taln that nobedy don't meverazplore,
because it's just a erack In the rock
that aln't to be ollmbed out of with-
out & ladder. Bo the Injun oarries
her there, and leta her down with a
rope that it seems he must of had
handy somewheres, and he puts out;
and there she ia Iin a holler In the
mountain, not able to move or ory out
no more than if she'd been captured
by a regular highwayman."

Wiifred stared at Willock In com-
p.l:o bewilderment. Willock chuck-
1

*There was a terrible timel” re.
marked BllL

*Dark was a-coming on bafors the
party got plumb soared,” Willock con-
tinued, “dut they breshed and comb-
ed the mountain looking for the
poor lost lady, and as I tells ‘em she's
a-blding s-purposs, thep. think it &
pore wmsort of joke till midnight
catches ‘em mighty sarious Torches
is caPried here and there and every-
where, but no use. TYou would think
that the next day the crowd would
naturally look down in that crevice,
but that's because I've posted you
up on where she is. There's lots of
other crevices, and Do reason as they
can ses why Miss Sellimer should
take the trouble to worm herself down
ioto any of 'em—and as nobody saw
that Injun, how could they suspicion
foul play? It must of been awful for
pore Miss Bellimer, all bound and
gagged in that horrible way. but it
takes herolo treatment to get some
cures—and so Lahoma went with
‘sm to spend the winter.”

“But the Indlan''——

‘Needn't think about him no more,
son, we got no more use for that In-
Jun. Well, on the next day, Lahoma
is looking everywhere, being urged on
by me, and lo, and beholdl when she
comes to that crevice—iooked Illke
she couldn't be induced to go there of
her own will, but it was brung about
finally—what does she see but &
tomahawk Iying right at the edge
what must have been dropped there
recent, or the crowd would have saw
it the day befors. It coms to her
that Miss Belllmer i» a priscner
down below,

“Bhe looks, but it's too dark to ses
nothing. Not telling nobody for fear
of starting up false hopea, she gets
a light and lowers it—and there Is
that miserable young woman, bound
and gagged and her pgfity dress all
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This Beok on the riands
¢_.,° weFasad

tore. Lakoma jumpa to her fest to
raise the ery, when ahe discovers &
jadder under a boulder which the In-
Jun must have put there meaning te
descend to his victim when the coast

#1021

wan clear, Down she akine, and frees & sort of rival-a poor rivalk

Mise Bellimer, who's balt dead, poor
young lady! Lahoma comes up the
ladder and meets mo and [ carries
her out just Illke & feather—Well,
oan't you Imagine the rest? [ reckon
if Miss Belllmer lives & thousansd
yoars she'll never forget the awful.
ness of that big Injun and the angel
swoeetness of the little gal that saved
her. Why, if Lahoma had asked for
the rings off her fingers, she could
have had' em, diamonds and all

“Just as soon as Miss Bellimer was
well enough to tragel, nothing
eounld hold her in thess parts, and
that'a why ypur brother had to leave
bafors sesing you—he's setting te
Miss Selltmer, and If Lahoma don't
git him away from her, 1 reckon he's
a gonerl”

CHAPTER IX.
Writing Home.

AMOMA wrote a wonderful
letter to her guardians
They gave It to Wilfred
Compton to read. It ran:
*Dear Brick and Bill:

»1 don't know what to tefl first. It's
all so strange and grand—the people
are just people, but the things are
wonderful. The peopla want it te be
#0; they act and think sccording to
the things around them. They pride
themaeives on these things and vn
belng among them, and I am trying
to learn to do that too. When I
lived In the cove—IL seems A long.
jong time ago—my thoughts were al-
ways away from dirt-floors  and
cook-atoven and cedar loge and wash-
pana. But the people in the big werld
keep thelr minds tled right up t»
such thinge—only jl:.l um :l.':
finer—they are marbis
houses

gentiemen's halr.
rooms you go to a
and push something that
bell ring, and then you step
dugout on pulleys, that shoots
in the alr so quick it makes
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you ceuldn’t go for more. Annabel—
that'ys Miss Belllmer—iikea Mr. Comp-
ton very, vary muoh, but she fesls liks
her meother about marrying a rioh
man, and 1 don't think he has much
chanoce,

“The funny thing to me i» that
Annabel and Mr. Compton both think
thay have to marry somabody rich, or
not marry at all. They really don't
konow they could marry sach other,
besauss imagining they would be un-
able to keep the wolf from the door.

“We are not golng straight om to
Chicago. A gentlaman has Invited
the BSelllmers, which of course Ine
cludes ma, to & bhouse-party in the
country not far from Kaasas City. He
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Ia & very rich man of middle
they tall me, & widower whe In I
terested In our ssx and
in Annabel Bellimer. Mr.
Compton lsa't invited. You'sel,

b

middie-aged man has
limers &

fors now, 1 gather,
to be Immense, In a
near the river. I am
when 1 think of going there for B
days. There are to be Afty @
and the other forty-nine are
as a means of getting Aanabel
his roof.
“Won't I feal like a little girl in &S
old English novel! The best ‘of
Is that nobody will bother .
teo poor to be looked at a '__'_}
time, | mean, what they call poasv”
Bometimes [ laugh when I'm e d
for | feel like I'm a gold mine | 4
with rieh ore that mobody bas
coversd. Remember the ‘fool'y
we used to see among the g g
mountains? 1 think the gold that Hes
on the surface must al be
gold. The name of the sountry-
we are to visit is the same A8
of the man who oWns It~
Wiifred Compton held the
clomsar to the light. :
Brick Willock spoke Impatien h
“No use to stare at that there Ll
we couldn’'t make it out, | guess
got It wrong, first, then wrote it over.
Just go ahead.” ok, A
Bill suggested, “I think the firet It
ter Is'an '8.'" _—
Wiifred scrutinised the abld
closely, 3"

=

|

wouldn't be nothing to
naxt letter will likaly have it
once.”

Wiltred resumed

lonk Rercely. “All of you™
The Indian chief who had
Lahoma to Willock had drepped
for a visit at the dugout. Now
rose silantly and lsft the roomm.
lock said haltingly:
‘*That there Gledware—walll
It len't this one Lahoma writes aboul,
but the one I knew (s just about mide
die age, and he's a widowsr, all Tl
or the next thing to It—I dida't Mke

Gledware. That was all. I hate o
Lahoma to be throwed with 4
of the name-—but I guess it's all right.
Lahoma sin’t going to lot nobedy gat T
Y
ing."
Bill inquired anxiously, “Did
Gledware you knew live near K
City ™
last time I heard of him. Buf N
was A roving devil—he might ba .
whers. Only—he wasn't rich; B
dldn't have nothing on earth
“Then he can't be the owner
blg sstate,” remarked Wiiiems,
rellef. v ool
*I don't know that, Folks goss
trives to come out loaded down.
1 hope to the Almighty It'a &
Gledware!” ity
(To Be Coatlaved). ' »

on her off-side, when the wind's
g’
¥
“He lived over in Indlan )
lttle—yes, axcept & little.”
the Territory, and somebow they
N

e



